194        FORTY    YEARS    IN    AND    OUT    OF    PARLIAMENT

most ways to other election contests. Here I was on my seventieth
birthday in my twenty-first election, if both L.G.G. and parliamen-
tary "contests are lumped together. You might well say I was old
enough to know better, or that there is no fool like an old fool.
Only a few months ago I had been beaten by the decisive majority
of over 2,000. Anyhow, a faint heart never won fair lady: I was
wooing Bethnal Green with the confidence that belief in a cause
only can give. But it was February this time instead of summer,
and a particularly wild one at that. Those streets to say the least
of it were draughty. Out canvassing I was more than once caught
in a blizzard. But the coldness of the weather was more than
made up by the warmth of my reception. I was greeted every-
where as an old friend and I was assured that they were going to
make no mistake about it this time. And I was lucky in my stable
companion. Martell proved a terrific worker, bubbling over with
ideas and not sparing himself in any way. I felt I had someone
ready and able to carry on the Bethnal Green tradition. However,
I was not overconfident of the result. The Labour machine is both
powerful and efficient. They are able to bring to bear on the voter
all the influence of the trade unions: the loyalty of the working
man to his union transcends almost everything else. Liberals were
only putting up a half-dozen candidates in the whole of London.
I was fighting a lone hand against the whole strength of the Labour
Party: none of my colleagues had had any previous L.C.C.
experience. However, when the votes came to be counted it was
found that the minority of 2,000 of the recent Parliamentary
Election had been converted into a majority for me of over 1,000,
and I once more represented Bethnal Green on the L.G.C., this
time with my new friend, Edward Martell.

The result took London completely by surprise. Labour
gained many seats from the Tories and the only two other seats
they lost were to the Communists. London swung once more to
the Left. But my little victory was not a gain for the Right:
apart from any personal hold I had on the division, we fought on a
Radical and Progressive policy. All my supporters were working
xnen and women and most of the men ardent trade unionists. But
I did find a number only too glad to throw over the growing power
of the Labour caucus that for some time has become too conscious
of its strength and inclined to presume upon it too much. But the
fact that the electors had known me for forty years did play some
little part in the result, and there is no gainsaying it.

With my election my difficulties were by no means over. Many
of my old colleagues, both Labour and Tory, gave me a most
friendly welcome back to the L.C.G., and the Council officials
received me in the kindest way. But the official attitude of the